" Passing the Love of Woman "

No. He would confront all accusers;
silence all opposition.

That his accuser could really have been
Ludovick, his brain now refused to believe;
Ludovick to whom he was dearer than a
brother, Ludovick who prized him above all
living men. David felt ashamed that even for
an instant he had accepted this preposterous
assertion about Ludovick, before the calm
justice of his mind had time to refute it.

The noise and turmoil in the Canongate
waxed and waned; till at last it seemed that
sleep settled upon the entire city. But David
could not sleep. No food had been brought
to him, and the pangs of hunger and thirst
were insistent.

With the strong man's instinctive impulse
to try and conquer pain by action, he paced his
cell; but it was small as a cage; and after a
while he lay down on a heap of dirty straw.

His captors had not manacled him; but
neither had they unbound his arms, and the
ropes were tight and his discomfort acute.

What troubled him most was that even for
a moment he could have believed it had been
Ludovick who had denounced him. He was
mortified to recall how he trembled when the
words " Corsane o* Rusco " had smitten on
his ears.

His reason revolted against such foolishness;
and his heart throbbed with increasing devotion
to Ludovick. So it ever is with any generous